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CHIEF "THE 

RED DEMON 



THE PIONEERS who live 
in the outposts of the 
world are strong men and cap- 
able women. They are gen- 
erally robust in health, and 
health means strength both 
mental and physical. 

In the far north men think 
Quick, with the sharp snap of 
a rifle on a cold day. That is 
why they are alive and well. 
For in the great woods the law 
of the jungle applies almost 
equally to man. He has to con- 
quer nature by hi3 own wits. 

But wherever men live in 
clearings in the wilderness 
there lives - with them 'one 
haunting fear. It is never ab- 
sent," awake or asleep. The 
Red Demon which creeps in 
the quiet of the night,- and 
roars and crackles with its 
searing blast in the high winds. 
Man and beast alike fear the 
creeping death of the red 
dtmon. the forest fire. In its 
path, hunter and the beast he 
hunts lie together in the same 
damp cave. The bear and the 
rabbit, the wildcat and the 
partridge declare a truce un- 
til it is past. And that truce is 
never violated. 

Such was the condition of 
the httle village of Bear Point 
When the word came. The for- 
est fire that had been raging 



to the north had joined with 
the one on the east. The en- 
circlement was complete. Men 
stretched their blankets and 
quilts on the roofs, they 
soaked the bedding until it 
was sodden. Cinders would 
not ignite a roof through the 
bedding so long as it was kept 
wet. 

Three short years before the 
single track railroad had been 
run into Bear Point, and now 
the people waited and hoped 
for a rescue train bringing 
crews to tight the raging fires. 
But no trains came— and hour 
after hour, day after day, the 
flames came closer in a raging 
circle. 

The skies were red with 
flame. The sun was darkened 
by swirling smoke. The giants 
of the forest fell as they 
burned, and wild life fled. 

Little animals ran through 
the streets of Bear Point.' Big 
animals cowered in the pro- 
tecting coolness of stone walls. 
The tiny lake nearby was alive 
with screaming furred things 
trying to escape. 

No man spoke of fear. No 
woman cried. These were the 
stock from which new nations 
grow. Yet the fear reflected in 
their eyes. Not fear lor self— 
but fear for others. Lives are 
precious. 

Jerry Kane worked with his 



father on the roof of his home 
Until the heat left his eyes 
bloodshot, and his face raw. 
The fate of the village was 
closer every hour— and Jerry 
was thinking. Thinking of the 
hours he had spent on a switch 
engine at the station. A train 
could run through the flames 
if it went while the rails still 
held, but the city men were 
afraid to bring one north and 
he knew it. 

"Father," Jerry said finally. 
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There's an old freight car 
there and a steel coal cor. If I 
can get that switch engine to 
run—" 

His father nodded grimly. 

"Go ahead, son. I'm afraid 
though the ties will be gone." 

So Jerry Kane worked. He 
worked as he had never 
worked before. Not for noth- 
ing had he watched the engi- 
neer, and learned about steam 
pressures, and gauges, and 
throttles. It took four hours to 



get s 



i up. 



Then came the fearful mo- 
ment when Jerry eased back 
the throttle. The old engine 
shuddered. Her rusty Ranges 
creaked. But her wheels 
turned slowly on the rails. 

With patience that would 
have done credit to an old 
man, Jerry started, stopped, 
started again. He clambered 



down and adjusted a switch. 
He made the engine back, ever 
so slowly, on the side track. 
With the patience of Job he 
eased her back and stopped. 
By a miracle he fastened the 
coupling on the freight car! 
Then forward, onto the main 
track. 

Straighten the switch. Bark. 
Slop. Adjust the switch to the 
other side track. Climb into 
the cab. Back, slowly, slowly. 
Couple the coal car. Try again. 
Again. Again. That did it. 

Blasts of heat burned his 
skin as he worked. His eyes 
felt like balls of Tire. Now-the 
whistle. 

But the whistle didn't work. 
The throttle didn't respond! 

Frantic, Jerry looked at the 
gauges. Steam pressure had 
gone down. So he shoveled 
coal, stoked the lire, and fif- 
teen minutes later pulled the 
whistle cord again. 

Three short blasts. Two 
long ones. That was the signal 
he had given his father. Would 
they come? Every minute the 
Tire would be creeping closer 
to the rails. Perhaps it had 
already eaten away the- ties. 

If it had, Jerry would be 
taking his family and his 
townspeople into the midst of 
the flaming inferno to die in a 
wreck. He bit his lips. It was 
the only chance. Would they 
have faith in him? 

jpiVE MINUTES passed. 

No sign. He whistled again, 
and a third time. He built the 
fire to a roaring heat. He drew 
the cars down onto the main 
track and was ready. 

Then lie saw them coming, 
and tears came to his eyes. It 
was not lack of faith that had 
made th&m slow. There was 
John KUbourp, on crutches 
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.with his broken leg. Old Mr. 
Tarbox in his wheel chair. 
Mrs. Van Doori on a stretcher. 
They had had to bring the sick 
and the injured. 

The next fifteen minutes 
were a nightmare. The blasts 
of heat were like the breath of 
hell, as they helped' the women 
and Children into the freight 
car with the injured and sick. 
The men clambered into the 
coal car witli its steel sides, 
but no protection overhead. 

Jim Forrest climbed into 
the cab. 

"I'm your fireman, bub." he 
said, "I'm under your orders." 
Jim Forrest was the richest 
man in town. He owned the 
lumber mill. 

"Ready on your side, Jim?" 1 
Jerry asked. Both men looked 
back. Men on the rear of the 
freight waved. The two 
nodded to each other. 

"Just keep the fire stoked 
and roaring, Jim. It's going to 
be tough, and hot— and if the 
rails arc gone—" 

Big Jim Forrest put his arm 
around Jerry's shoulder for a 
minute. 

"Let 'er go. Jerry. We all 
know that. We believe in you." 

The old engine rolled rusty 
wheels along the track. She 
grunted and puffed as she 
started up the long grade to 
the trestle. That was the first 
test. Little flames licked at 
the sides of the wooden struc- 
ture. Jerry glanced at his com- 
panion. Big Jim's lips were, 
grim, but his eyes smiled and 
he nodded. Jerry pulled back 
the throttle and the old engine 
gathered speed as she crossed 
safely. Both drew a sigh of re- 
lief and they picked up speed. 

Twenty-five miles per hour. 
The old engine rolled all right, 
back one notch. Thirty miles. 



Still all right. Thirty-five. 
They were nearing the ring of 
fire. Forty! The old engine 
rocked on the rails. Forty-five 
miles an hour and it seemed - as 
if she'd vibrate to pieces— but 
she didn't. 

"Logs?" Jerry spoke the one 
word through lips parched by 
growing heat. He could feel 
his eyebrows curl- 

"It's a gamble for life, 
Jerry." Big Jim said, and 
threw a shovelful of coal on 
the fire. 

They were suddenly in it. 
Pain such as Jerry had never 
known shot through his body 
from the heat. The rails 
seemed soft. The ties were 
aflame. It was death to stop, 
near death to go on. He pulled 
the throttle back stil! another 
notch, to fifty. It couldn't be 
worse— and it might be better. 

Five minutes. Ten. Fifteen. 
The flames were smaller. They 
were rolling through a plain 
of charcoal, black desert, hot 
with a searing heat. 

Unconsciously Jerry eased 
the old engine down to forty- 
live miles, then to forty, and 
finally to thirty-five. 

When they rolled to a stop 
in Edgcford Junction he 
fainted. Big Jim Forrest car- 
ried him from the cab. Towns- 
men were hosing down the hot 
sides of the coal car. and the 
flaming hulk of the freight car. 
There were painful ^urns. but 
every life in Bear Point had 
been saved. 

Through blackened lips, 
Big Jim Forrest spoke to the 
railroad superintendent across 
the limp body in his arms. 

"Here's your seventeen year 
old engineer," he said, "Chief 
of the Red Demon, and tha 
greatest railroader I ever met." 
The End 
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AMAZING NEW SCIENTIFIC METHOD 

[ have blackheads, you know how embarrassing they 
ow they clog your pores, mar your appearance and 
invite criticism. Now you can solve the problem of 
eliminating blackheads, forever, with this amazing new 
actum. VACUTEX Inventon. It extracts filthy blackheads in 
seconds, painlessly, without injuring or squeezing the 
skin. VACUTEX creates a gentle vacuum around 
blackhead! Cleans out hard-to-reach places in a jiffy. 
Germ laden fingers never touch the skin. Simply place 
the direction finder over blackhead, draw back extrac- 
tor . . . and it's out! Release extractor and blackhead 
is ejected. VACUTEX does it all! Don't risk infec- 
tion with old-fashioned methods. Order TODAY! 

10 DAY TRIAL OFFER 

Don't wait until embarrassing criticism makes you act. 
Don't risk losing out on popularity and success because of 
ugly dirt-clogged pores. ACT NOW! En.ioy Lhe thrill <■! 
having a clean skin, free of pore-clogging, embarrassing 
blackheads. Try Vacutex for 10 days. We guarantee it to 
do ail we claim. If you are not completely satisfied your 
$1.00 will be" immediately refunded. 
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